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children, usually we lose much, if not all,
of it, later. If, however, as we grow up,
our education is not all a matter of sup-
pressing us and of pasting labels on us,
but has opened to us here and there
glimpses of a world which is not purely
material, then our imagination revives,
and I once more material objects begin to
take on a symbolic character. Indeed it
may be truly said that the more highly
educated a man is the more symbolically
he sees life. Life for the cultured man is
always suggestive. But of what ?

There is a wood near by as I write, and
every day I pass through it. But there
are some days when the air is still, and
every tree is as a sentinel. As I look,
there comes a change over my mind, and
suddenly it is as if the trees, the light
playing about them, the sky seen through
them, all became as a window through
which I look into something. Landscapes
have always this effect upon me; my mind
is held still, so that the thinking faculty is
tense, yet not thinking. I want to think,
but do not know what to think, because